








She makes me sit under the pergola in front of the house and promises to 
give me “whatever there is” without ceremony—spaghetti, good fresh meat 
and local fruit and vegetables. 

When I leave La Villa the sun is still almost directly above me. The 
square is empty, and the only reminder of its nocturnal animation is a big 
electric tower higher than the houses and slightly tipsy, abandoned in 
the center. I would like to swim in the Tiber, but I should have to cross 
the kitchen garden in the sun, and it is probably farther than it looks. So I 
go back to my room, and compromise by looking at the river from my 
open window and wondering why I do not move to Filacciano. 


July 12 At one o'clock this morning, while the crews were 
preparing the last shot, I went to fetch my suitcase from Gilda’s. When I 
came back I found a big table, covered with a white cloth, in the center 
of the square and an animated group around it. 

This was a surprise by Piero, a master not only of décor but also of 
gastronomy. He had gone to dinner twenty miles away and, to share his 
pleasure with those who had to work all night, he asked the restaurateur 
to bring us the same polenta and barbecued chicken. 

A little before dawn it is good-by to Filacciano, to the empty winding 
road—Tiberine is its name—and sentimental musings on the superiority 
of rural life. 
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